He built up a situation that was far enough from the truth.
It never occurred to him that Helen was to blame. He forgot
khe intensity of their talk, the charm that had been lent him
by sincerity, the magic of Oniton under darkness and of the
whispering river. Helen loved the absolute. Leonard had
been ruined absolutely, and had appeared to her as a man
apart, isolated from the world. A real man, who cared for
adventure and beauty, who desired to live decently and pay
his way, who could have travelled more gloriously through
life than the Juggernaut car that was crushing him. Mem-
ories of Evie's wedding had warped her, the starched servants,
the yards of uneaten food, the rustle of overdressed women,
motor-cars oozing grease on the gravel, rubbish of a pre-
tentious band. She had tasted the lees of this on her arrival:
in the darkness, after failure, they intoxicated her. She and
the victim seemed alone in a world of unreality, and she
loved him absolutely, perhaps for half an hour.
In the morning she was gone. The note that she left,
tender and hysterical in tone, and intended to be most kind,
fhurt her lover terribly. It was as if some work of art had been
broken by him, some picture in the National Gallery
slashed out of its frame. When he recalled her talents and
her social position, he felt that the first passer-by had a
right to shoot him down. He was afraid of the waitress and
the porters at the railway station. He was afraid at first
of his wife, though later he was to regard her with a strange
new tenderness, and to think, 'There is nothing to choose
between us, after all.*
The expedition to Shropshire crippled the Basts perma-
nently, Helen in her flight forgot to settle the hotel bill, and
took their return tickets away with her; they had to pawn
Jacky's bangle to get home, and the smash came a few days
afterwards. It is true that Helen offered him five thousand
pounds, but such a sum meant nothing to him. He could not
see that the girl was desperately righting herself, and trying
to save something out of the disaster, if it was only five
thousand pounds. But he had to live somehow* He turned
: to his family, and degraded himself to a professional beggar.
There was nothing else for him to do*